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of the men would reinforce the 32nd Division (the so-called "Red Arrow Division"). Th e ship and its crew of 384 joined a convoy at Halifax, Nova Scotia, bound for Le Havre, France ( Figure 3 ) .
THE U-BOAT
Th e Germans called their submarines U-boats, an abbreviation for "undersea boat." Germany was the last major power to possess submarines. Th e fi rst, U-1, completed sea trials in 1907. b a boats. Th e number was eventually increased to 375 boats, which would sink a total of 5554 Allied and neutral merchant ships. Th e most famous was the Lusitania , a passenger ship sunk in 18 minutes in 1915, causing the deaths of 1198 people, including 124 Americans.
Th e submarine that sunk the Tuscania was UB-77 ( Figure 4 ), built in the Blohm and Voss shipyard in Hamburg. It was launched in May 1917 and commissioned in October. A dieselelectric, it was captained by Wilhelm Meyer, aided by a crew of 34. It carried 10 torpedoes and no mines and could dive to a depth of 246 feet. Its range was 55 miles, and its top speed was 8 knots (9.2 miles) per hour.
THE ENCOUNTER
On February 5, 1918, at 5:40 pm , UB-77 spotted the Tuscania in its periscope ( Figure 5 ) near the Scottish and Northern Irish coasts and fi red two torpedoes. Th e fi rst one missed, but the second scored a direct hit, killing six men instantly. By 7:00 pm , all lifeboats had been launched, but over 1000 men were still on board. According to one account ( 1 ), some 600 of them were lining the rail, waiting for the next development, smoking and talking quietly, "discussing their plight": Th e remarkable part of it all was that they took everything in a matter-of-fact way, with a sort of "well, what's next" attitude. Occasionally a few would sing some little song, indicative of their feelings, such as "Where Do We Go From Here, Boys?" or "To Hell With the Kaiser." Th e absence of panic . . . and time in prayer was remarkable ( 1 ).
Th e convoy's escorting destroyers helped rescue most, including my father, who leaped onto an adjacent destroyer. Th e rescue was hampered by the continued presence of the UB-77 in the area.
Th e Tuscania sank at 10:00 pm ( Figure 6 ) 7 miles southwest of the Scottish Isle of Islay (pronounced "eye-la") in water around 500 feet deep ( Figure 7 ) . A number of the men in lifeboats drowned when the ropes lowering the boats into the sea broke. Th e sinking made headlines, especially in Wisconsin newspapers, given the number of men on board from that state. Nearly 210 US soldiers were lost (the account varies according to diff erent sources). Th e bodies of the majority were recovered, with others lost at sea.
THE AFTERMATH
Dad's fi rst letter home was dated February 17, 12 days after the incident. He merely stated that he got off "in fi ne style, did not even get wet." He was proud that he "kept cool," and the experience made him "feel able to hold my own at any time." After the armistice, his letters indicated that the destroyer deposited him in Ireland and that he went "on the rocky railroad to Dublin," where he boarded a steamer for England. He stayed there for 6 weeks before returning to the war in France.
Th e UB-77 sank one other ship and survived the war, unlike 182 of the other 374 U-boats. Th e sub was surrendered on January 16, 1919, and later "broken up" at Swansea, Wales, in 1922. Lt. Wilhelm Meyer, skipper of the U-boat, was invited to the 20-year reunion of the Tuscania survivors. He politely declined but did correspond with several of the survivors and, as requested, added his account of the sinking for reunion members.
Th e American victims were temporarily buried in three different sites on the Isle of Islay and eventually reburied permanently in other cemeteries at home. In 1920, the American Red Cross erected a monument on Islay to those lost at sea. Years later, divers visited the sunken ship and retrieved the bell, which was donated to the Islay Museum.
Dad never said much about the experience, and I was too young and too involved in my own aff airs to ask him much about it. I did fi nd a piece of cardboard in the box of his war letters which his mother kept, with several items he had saved from the Tuscania ( Figure 8 ) . One was a card indicating his berth (bed No. 5 on the upper deck). It also included his meal ticket (fi rst seating at 7:00 am , noon, and 5:00 pm ), so he was having dinner when the torpedo struck. Th ere was also a piece of a curtain that one man who had been in the shower wrapped himself in. Th e survivors cut the curtain into small sections to keep as souvenirs.
Dad's letters home refl ected a certain fatalistic attitude about the war, perhaps a defense mechanism to allay the obvious anxiety that soldiers must feel. Perhaps he was right, that it just was not his time to die. If he had not been at dinner, in the fi rst seating, when the torpedo struck, he might have gotten into a lifeboat and then been lost at sea.
Some years ago, I published an article about Dad's war letters and mentioned the Tuscania . A physician from my hospital (Charles Hancock, MD), whom I had known for years, called me. His father, Boyd, from south Georgia, had also been on the Tuscania . He was in a lifeboat, being lowered into the Irish Sea, when the supports gave way, depositing the men in the cold water. Another lifeboat pulled his father to safety. His only possession was a water-sogged wallet with one dollar bills. He later gave each of his fi ve children one, as a keepsake for his good fortune.
Dad's 32nd Division entered the war at Château-Th ierry, stopping the German advance on Paris. At nearby Soissons, the fi ghting was fi erce, where the Germans were desperately trying to hold a hill. Th e following day, while attacking that hill, Dad's good friend and former football teammate, Eli Elefson, was "struck fi rst with a machine gun bullet that pierced his abdomen. He raised up a little and was immediately hit by another machine gun bullet, this time in the forehead." His body was placed in a pit with seven others. Th e site was marked for proper reburial later; however, with continued fi ghting in the area the marker was obscured, and Eli's body was never recovered. His name is listed on the "Wall of the Missing" in the Oise-Aisne Cemetery, 14 miles northeast of Château-Th ierry. He was one of 28 Shawano-area youths to pay the ultimate price in the war ( Figure 9 ) .
After their initial battle with the Germans at Château-Th ierry, Dad's 32nd Division continued to take the fi ght to them, culminating in the Meuse-Argonne encounter. After the armistice, Dad spent time in Germany with the Army of Occupation and eventually returned home to another parade down Main Street ( Figure 10 ) to the tune of "When Johnny Comes Marching Home Again." He then attended the University of Wisconsin. He worked in sales for a brief time and then decided to follow his father and brother into the medical fi eld. While in medical training as an obstetrician/gynecologist, he married the nursing supervisor, Alice Davis, originally from Montana. Th ey returned to Shawano, where Dad delivered most of the babies in his 36-year career and reared four of their own. He didn't travel much after the war, convinced that "home" had all that he needed-friends, family, a nice house on the river, and a farm for his horses less than 2 miles away. He died suddenly at age 71. He never had an interest in returning to Europe, certainly not by ship. 
